









tones Labours loji i 

P,u Andcoathct^mo* i»W«ty condudis it. Sir I 

Enter Berowne.Wth a P sperm his hand,alonc, 

Bero. The King he is hunting the Deare, 

foule word .• Well, fettheedowneierrow; fotio 

they fay the foole laid, and io fay I, and i fcok t wcll piouc ^ 
wit By the Lord this Lone is as mad as k jJ* n '* e P*' ’ 

kills nice [ a fheep:wellproued againe a my fide.I will not tone, 
if I dee togJ: yfahh I willnot.O bother eye^by thts hght 
hlir for her eve I would not loue her ; yes, for her two eyes. 
Well,! doe niching in the world but lye, and lye in my throatc. 
By heauen 1 doe louc, and it hath taught me to Rime, and to be 
mallichollie : and here is part of my Rime, and heere Wy ml- 

licholic WelLflie hath one a’my Sonnets already th C= 

borek the foole fentir,and the Lady hath it: fweet Clowne, 

fleeter Foole, IweeteflLady. By the world, I would not care a 

pin, if the other three were in. Here, comes one wi -ha pap ». 

God giue him grace to grone. 

* He Hands afide. The King entreth, 

bZ. Shot by heauen:proceede fweet {tepid , thou haftthumpt 
him with thy Birdboltvndetthe left pap tin faithfecrets. 

Hinfr. So fweetakifTe the golden Sunne giues not, 

To thole frefh morning drops vpon the Rofe, 

As thy eye beames, when their tfefli tayfc haue fmot. 

The night of dew that on my cheek.es downc Howes, 

Nor lhines the filuerMoone one halfcfo bright} _ , 

Through the tranfparant bofotne of t he deepe. 

As doth thy facethroughtearcs of mine giue light x 
Thou fhin’ft in euery teare that I doe weepe, 

Nq drop, but as a. Coach doth carry thee 
So rideit thou triumphing in my woe. 

Do but behold, the tearcs thatfwell in me. 

And they thy glory through my griefe will fhovy t 












tones Labour s loft,. 

But doe not loue thy felfc,then thou wilt keepe 
My cares for glatlcs, and (fill make me weepe. 
q Qnc enc of Que cnes,how tarre doff thou excell, 

Nothoughcca cainke, nor tongue of mortall tell. 

How (hall (he know my griefes? lie drop the paper. 

Sweet leaucs fhadc folly. Who is he comes best ? 

Enter Longauile. The Kingfleps afde.. 

Wbat Longa mil, and reading : liken eare. 

Ber. No w in chy likenetTe, one more foole appeare. 

Long. Ay me, I am forfworne. 

Ber. Why,hecomcsin iikeaperiure, wearingpapCtfs, 

Long. In loue I hope, fweet fellowship infhame. 

Berl One drunkard loues another of the name. 

Lon. Am I thefirk, that hauebeene periut’d lo ? 

Ber. 1 could put thee in comforc,not by two that I know. 

Thou makclf the triumphety, the corner cap of focietie. 

The fliape ofLoues Tiburne, that hangs vp fimplicicie. 

Lon. \ f eare thefe ftubbom lines lack power to moue. 

O fweet Marta, Empre(T= of my Loue, 

Thefe numbers will I teare, and write in profe. 

Ber. ORimcsare gardson wanton Cupids hofe. 

Qiffigure not his Shop, 

Lon . Thb fame (hall goe* 

He reades the Sonnet. 

D id not the heauen/y ilhetorick. of thine eye,. 

Gaintt whom the world cannot hold argument * 
Perfwade my heart to this falfe p riurie ? 

ZJ owes for thee broke defenses not pmifbment,. 

HwomanI for (wore shut I will p- one. 

Then being a Goddejje, Iforfwore not thee. 

Jlrfy vow was earthly, thou a heauenly Loue. 

Thy grace being gain'd, cures all dif grace in me.. 

Vewes are but breath, and breath a vapour is . 

Then thou fairs Sun , which on my earth doefi fine.. 
Exhalefl this vapor-vow , in thee it is : 

If broken, then it is no fault of mine t 
If by me broke, what foole is not fo wife,. 

To lofe an oath, to win a Paradifc l 

E l ' ; ' 
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